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	1. A Mellow Case of the Blorbs

**(Author's Note: Fair warning, readers. Down below lies OCs and inflation. It starts off tame, but progresses as the story goes. You all know who you are, so proceed at your own peril. That is all.)**

* * *

><p><span><strong>A Mellow Case of the Blorbs<strong>

There were many dark grey clouds over Monstro Town this afternoon. However, while it was gusty, no indications of precipitation appeared. The residents kept to their houses built within the rocky cliffs, one of them being Agon, who was perfecting his fighting techniques against a dummy that was approximately his size. His instructor Sensei Jinx stood by, supervising him.

"Excellent," remarked Jinx. "You've truly demonstrated your devotion to the Drunken Arts. I must admit, your incorporating the Capoeira style into the Drunken Fist moveset is impressive. I never expected less of you, of course."

Agon stopped for a moment so that he could bow to his master.

"Yes, you are a rigorous student that has done nothing but study and train. Jagger was once like you, an undisciplined novice without a guided direction. He has become a graduate and a master himself because of my counsel and his will. Someday, I will challenge your skills and we will determine your true abilities. Can you, the conscientious student, defeat I, your master?"

"I cannot say," said Agon. "I do not match to your caliber."

"Do not be modest," said Jinx, and he donned an approving expression. "It's been a few years since I've taken you under my wing. It is inevitable that you and I must duel. Jagger had to undergo the same procedure. He hesitated, just like you, but he bested me eventually."

"Jagger has a lot of experience and wisdom, which makes me a junior."

"Ah, I do enjoy your humility. You are rather competent for a 'junior'. I would emphasize this more because you are simultaneously learning two styles: the Drunken Fist and Capoeira Dances."

"Indeed."

"Very few students are capable of mastering two, let alone one fighting form. You have some ways to go still, but you are on an adept level for sure. It will only be a matter of time before I have no more to teach you."

Agon simply nodded his head. Jinx regarded him, reappearing at different directions in the blink of an eye.

"Nowadays," Jinx went on, "you can execute the techniques yourself without my help, though you come to me for occasional advice. You are constantly improving, and I expect you to keep that up. I look forward to the duel between the student and the master. I would like to see what you are made of then."

"One of these days, Master..." said Agon solemnly, clenching a fist.

"You will be ready eventually. As you were."

Agon and Jinx bowed to one another before the tiny martial artist vanished in midair. After another half hour of training, Agon hit the showers, ate a pizza sub with orange juice and went out for a walk to the nearest wilderness. He didn't return to Monstro Town until the evening. The bald-faced man entered the item shop for a couple of cooking ingredients. As he obtained some vegetables, he took note of an unusual-looking fungus: this mushroom had the traditional red cap with white spots, but it appeared to be puffed up, as though it was bloated... Agon examined the mushroom for a short period of contemplation. His curiosity soon got the better of him when he had placed it in his basket.

"What type of fungus is this?" Agon inquired to the shopkeeper.

"Let me see... Oh, it's a Blorb Mushroom."

"You mean the same Blorb Mushroom that causes the Blorbs disease?"

"Yep, that's the one. Where did you find this anyway?"

"Produce section. It's not for sale?"

The shopkeeper shrugged. "Well, you already brought it to the counter, so I guess you're buying it. Technically. I wouldn't recommend using the Blorb Mushroom for your cooking, though I have no clue on how it got in the produce."

Agon paid for his groceries and made his dinner at home, which was a thick broth with beef. Duke, his new friend from a couple of days ago, came into the house. He embraced Agon.

"Hey, buddy! What's happenin'?"

"Hi, Duke," greeted Agon amiably. "It's good to have you here."

"Good to be here. Who else is gonna keep you company? What's that? It smells delicious."

"I think it's, uh... a Balmy Broth. The recipe is from a cooking book called The Culinary Arts, written by Zess T and Tayce T. Care for a bowl?"

"Sounds great! Can I sit with you?"

"Yes, I would love that."

Agon and Duke chatted with one another while enjoying the Balmy Broth. The aroma of the soup lingered in the room after they had finished. The white Yoshisaurus noticed the Blorb Mushroom, which was situated on a countertop.

"Is that our dessert?" Duke inquired.

"Not exactly," said Agon. "It's something I whisked from the store. Figured that I'd take this oddity."

"Looks like a Mushroom to me. What kind is it?"

"A Blorb Mushroom."

"Wow, really? Are you sure?"

"That's what the shopkeeper told me," said Agon, though he sounded somewhat uncertain. "You see how distended this fungus is? Right here, the cheeks are swollen. Just think, whoever consumes this will be inflated into a balloon, and the effect is permanent save for the Miracle Cure. You would have to be reckless to ascertain its causation yourself."

Little did Agon know that Duke was considering the Blorb Mushroom. His blood-red eyes glinted with a compound of wonder and, for some unknown rational, glee. He licked the inside of his mouth.

"Could I have that Blorb Mushroom?" Duke blurted out.

Agon looked at him, baffled. "Why?"

"I wanna see if you're telling me the truth. There's always a way of finding out, and in this case, it's eating."

"But you'll infect yourself with the Blorbs. Why would you do something like that?"

"Heh, you make it seem like it's a bad thing. Just give it here, will ya? I bet the thing tastes yummy!"

"I can't in good conscience..."

"Oh, come on," said Duke, flashing an endearing smile at Agon. "One bite."

"Ahhhh... okay, here you go."

Agon did not even get a chance to take the Blorb Mushroom when Duke grabbed it with his long tongue. A few seconds after consumption, he suddenly inflated to the size of an eight foot ivory balloon. Contrary to most natural reactions, the snow-white Yoshisaurus wasn't mad; in fact, he looked mellow by this predicament.

"What did I tell you?" said Agon as he patted his friend's swollen figure. "I tried to warn you."

"But now I know you weren't lying," Duke pointed out.

"Well, now you're stuck like this. How does it feel to be a big, immobile sphere of a dinosaur?"

"Actually... I kind of like it."

"What?"

"Yeah," said Duke, grinning at an amazed Agon. "This is pretty cool! I'm a huge balloon!"

"And the obstructed movement that comes with it?"

"I can waddle, sort of."

Sure enough, the blimped-up Yoshi walked around the room, albeit slowly and with a lot of difficulty. Agon saw that Duke's limbs were nearly absorbed into his spherical body. Only the hands and feet remained in sight.

"See?" Like a really round albino penguin, Duke waddled to Agon. "I got my feet still, even if they're just about sucked in."

"Uh-huh... You're not bothered by this? Look at you, you're infected with the Blorbs! I expected annoyance at the very least, not this pleased disposition."

"I guess I do like it then," said Duke sheepishly. "It's honestly not a big deal to me. I must be soft and cuddly, huh?"

"I would imagine. Hell, you're probably huggable like a plush toy. A puffy plush toy."

"How cute! Won't you hug me like the air-filled plush I am?"

"I'm on it."

Agon cuddled Duke, confirming his assumption with a delighted moan and some bouts of nuzzling. The bloated white Yoshi giggled, finding this display of affection to be adorable.

"This feels so good," remarked Duke cheerfully. "It's weird to say that, because being sick is normally a bad thing. For me at least, having the Blorbs doesn't even hurt, but you're right that I can't move around a lot."

"The important thing is that you're pain-free," said Agon, who was blushing slightly.

"Aww, you're pink in the face! Looks like someone enjoyed hugging the balloon Yoshi."

"Perhaps... You are aware that the Blorbs can only be remedied by the Miracle Cure?"

"I heard you the first time."

"I should contact Dr. Toadley," said Agon. "In spite of your apparent pleasure, it's still an illness under medical definition."

"Do I have to be cured now?"

The way Duke had expressed this question signified his reluctance to return to normal. He was obviously happy being bloated, regardless of the limited movement due to his absorbed limbs. The air of enjoyment shone from him like a bright light. As he relished in his globular frame, Agon held a jumbo marble-sized crystal ball in his right hand.

"I don't wanna deflate yet," Duke said in a sad tone of voice.

"Is that so?" Agon stared at the balloon dino, musing.

"Yeah. Can't I stay like this until tomorrow? Please?"

"Oh dear, you're not serious."

"I am. It's fun being inflated like a huge balloon."

"Fun?"

"Yes, and lots of it. We can wait on the cure. I bet you're thinking twice about deflating me. Well?"

Though he tried to put on an impassive expression, Duke noticed a rosy hue on Agon's face cheeks. He simpered at this.

"You _like_ me inflated," Duke continued, adopting a teasing undertone. "I'm so big and poofy to the touch. It makes you want to hug my swollen body, doesn't it? Don't you see how round I am? Mmmmm, what a sight."

Agon's flushed complexion became more conspicuous.

"Hey, don't be embarrassed. I don't mind it. You can snuggle me all you want tonight. I could be your plush toy, as you said."

"I, uh – err... um..." Agon's subdued voice trailed off from here.

"What do you say, Agon?" Duke wore a playful look on his profile. "Would you like a balloon Yoshi to sleep with?"

The bald man could not regain his voice for the moment. However, he grunted meekly, red as a candy apple. He placed the small crystal ball inside the drawer of a desk. Agon stopped once he was a foot apart from his inflated friend.

"What's wrong?" asked Duke, wondering about the silence from Agon. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine," said the man at last.

"Just getting over your shock of me wanting to stay a balloon, right? Well, we got the whole night to ourselves. Want another hug?"

"That would be fantastic."

"Hang on, I got an even better idea."

Duke tilted backward until he gently toppled to the floor. Agon was confused at first, until he understood that the inflated Yoshi was presenting himself as a bed. He climbed onto the swollen belly, taking note of its pleasing softness and overall bigness. Duke gave the man a perky smile.

"Feels wonderful, yeah? Make yourself comfortable. Pick a spot, any spot."

Once Agon did just that, there was no verbal communication for the next several minutes. Duke had his eyes shut out of enjoyment from the inflated effect of the Blorbs. Agon, who began to slip into a light slumber, spoke up.

"You're really cute when you're bloated."

"Thanks," murmured Duke, who opened his eyes; the scarlet luster was relaxed and content. "Now aren't you glad that you got convinced by me not to call in the doctor?"

"I am. Some trivia for you: both of my sworn brothers adored being inflated in the past. I never thought I would meet another Yoshi with a similar partiality."

"Still surprised?"

"Yes. Why do you hold a fondness for being a balloon?"

"I don't know." Until this specific inquiry, Duke had not given it any thought. "Maybe it's the roundness. Or the bigness. Or both. I just like the good feeling I'm having right now."

"Works for me," said Agon nonchalantly. "Keep this a secret between you and I. We don't need the public eye to concern themselves with this thing of yours. The reason? Most people wouldn't understand the... appeal. Let's just leave it there."

"I can live with that for sure," Duke acknowledged.

"Seriously, Duke. It's better if this remains behind the curtains."

"You got it, Agon. It's our little dirty secret. I have it sealed in my brain."

Greatly alleviated by his outright promise, Agon nestled into Duke's ballooned belly and fell asleep.

* * *

><p>The next morning, Agon contacted Doctor Toadley by using the little crystal ball. After a period of waiting, he materialized before him. Duke the balloon Yoshi was snoring in the background.<p>

"I have arrived," stated Dr. Toadley in a placid voice. "What do you require of me?"

"Duke – that white Yoshi over there, he has the Blorbs."

"From eating a Blorb Mushroom? It sure looks like it. How did this happen?"

"I found and bought one from the store."

"The store? I thought I've seen the last of these troublesome shrooms. I have thought wrong."

"Can you cure him?" asked Agon.

Dr. Toadley chortled. "What sort of question is that? A meaningless one. Of course I can, for I hold before you the Miracle Cure."

And indeed, the aforementioned medicine was in a glass vial. Labelled the Miracle Toadley Cure, it had a large dark blue star on the surface, which was adorned by three smaller stars in orange, yellow and green, meshed together in the middle.

"Will one drop remove the effects of the Blorbs?" Dr. Toadley said in a questioning fashion. "Yes, it most certainly will."

"Right then," said Agon as he was presented the vial.

He scaled the ballooned Duke and applied the Miracle Cure while the mouth was open during a respiration. Just like that, Duke reverted to his standard stature. Doctor Toadley grunted, pleased by the predictable result.

"Is my work done here? Yes. You should keep the cure handy. If by any chance, your friend catches the Blorbs once again, you'll be able to take care of him without my assistance. Farewell."

The psychic fortune teller of a doctor disappeared. Duke stirred and yawned. He felt, before he saw, his shrunken body lacking a well-defined bloaty sensation.

"Oh, already?"

"I'm afraid so," said Agon, showing off the Miracle Cure. "You can move again, however."

"I guess that's cool. It was fun while it lasted though. I wouldn't mind getting inflated again soon."

"Are you for real?"

"Yep!" Rising from the floor, Duke winked. "It was so sweet being a large, round balloon. I know you loved it too, especially since you slept on my stomach. Could you find another one of those Blorb Mushrooms?"

"Unlikely, but there are alternatives to suit your pleasure."

Upon seeing Agon smirk, Duke's curiosity blasted off.

"Like what? Tell me, tell me! I wanna know!"

"Oh, you got your Blimp Fruits, P-Balloons and air tanks," Agon answered. "Then there's also liquid inflation, such as water for example, and – no, that'll be for next time."

"What? Why can't you reveal the next item now?"

"I'll disclose this particular method of inflation in good time. Once we're close, then I will say so."

"Okay," said Duke, though he was a little disappointed. "So do you have any of those things?"

"No."

"Well, let's go then! We got some shopping to do!"

Agon just stared. Duke stared back with confusion in his red eyes.

"What's up?"

"Can we have breakfast first?" Agon said as he shrugged his shoulders.

Duke rubbed the side of his head. "Oh yeah, I _am_ hungry. We'll eat first, then go out."

_'While we're at it,' _thought the bald man, preparing a meal,_ 'I better propose a roomy location that's unheard of, secluded and weather-friendly.'_

**(This chapter was supposed to be a one-shot story involving the application of the Blorbs, yet I could not resist following up. I've wanted to make a story with the Blorbs disease for a long time. Guess I eventually got it done. :) A Yoshi 'sick' with Blorbs... you knew this was going to be a reality at some point, just because the Blorbs is an inflating illness.)**


	2. The Place of Privacy

**The Place of Privacy**

Agon was surveying a forest that was sparsely packed with ancient trees. There were some clumps of bushes and rocks that filled the emptier spaces. Enemies such as Piranha Plants, Wigglers and Fuzzies inhabited the wilderness. Judging by the man's look of disapproval, he did not favor this area. He flew from the forest on his Ascent hover pad. Agon eyed the open green plains in his travel, desiring certain criteria for a certain activity he wished to partake with one white Yoshisaurus named Duke. He slowed down to inspect a particularly large lake. While Agon loved the glistening waters and general tone of serenity, this area didn't quite match up to what he wanted.

This indecisiveness would go on until the man finally settled upon an isolated grassy region, southwest of Monstro Town. It was enclosed by steep, rolling hills. No one alive and hostile seemed to be present, and the weather was temperate. Most importantly (and shockingly), there was an enormous amount of space past the hills. Not a single tree of any type existed in this place. There were broad expanses of dirt patches and flowers in all kinds of colors, though they weren't anywhere numerous like in the Blossoming Plains. Agon scouted these plains for any changes in elevation. Minutes later, he concluded that the ground was just about flat, which was a factor well above satisfactory. The distance from here to Monstro Town and vice versa was negated by his means of conveyance. Duke would have little issues getting here because of his Super Dragon transformation.

Smirking with ample appreciation, Agon made his way to Duke's house in Monstro Town.

"Hello," Agon greeted. "Are you busy at the moment?"

"Nah," answered Duke. "Just chillin' in my pad. You want some company?"

"Please. I would like to show you something. It's kind of far though."

"I got it covered, buddy."

Once Duke turned into a black winged Super Dragon, he followed Agon to the gigantic, flowery place. At first, he wasn't entirely with the program.

"Wow! This is a terrific area! But... why are we here?"

"I told you I was looking for a spot," said Agon. "It's wide, detached from the mainland, has a pleasing climate and is scenic as a bonus. No established communities nor any people. It's ideal for us."

"Ideal?" Duke gave the man a perplexed stare.

"Absolutely. I want you to try to figure it out. Take in these surroundings and pay attention to the seclusion and space."

For a while, the winged Yoshi scanned the fields bleeding flowers. It was indeed beautiful to the eyes. There was a vast amount of room and the sunbeams made this open area even more pleasant. It certainly lacked people as well. With all these observations in mind, Duke began to deduct the logical grounds for such a far off location. Then, to Agon's intrigue, he grinned broadly.

"I know what you want," Duke exclaimed.

Agon just shrugged. "Go on."

"No, don't play dumb with me. You know it in your heart. It was pretty obvious once I noticed how quiet it was here."

"I am unsure of what you're conveying."

"No, you're not," teased Duke. "Come on, Agon, all this room? Why else would we need it?"

"To unwind and vegetate? That's one of my hobbies."

"Okay, I do like that. But let's get real here. It's so that you can inflate me all you want."

Agon became red in a hurry. "N – no! It isn't so! Do not make a ludicrous assumption like that."

Duke smirked. "Oh really? You're gonna convince me that you showed me this place for the view? It's not the only reason, my friend. You can't hide it from me."

The bald-faced man appeared to be at odds against his chagrin. He sighed and donned a submissive expression.

"Fine, fine. You deduced my plan. Now that's done, let's get out of here."

"Sure," said Duke with some level of triumph, "but I want you to meet me back here later. Bring that air tank you bought a few days ago. You can inflate me with that."

"All right."

* * *

><p>Later in the evening, Agon was in the southwestern flowery fields, carrying a silver air canister. He noticed Duke was already present; it seemed he had taken an initiative by coming here at an earlier time. The white Yoshisaurus was currently snoozing away, his shut eyes and snoring the most obvious signs. He had his arms wrapped around his head. Duke was positioned on his back, assuming a truly carefree manner in his body language. Agon found himself juggling with the decision to wake him up. He kept shooting glances between Duke and the big air tank he brought with him. He started to formulate a strategy inside his head. The Yoshisaur was asleep, so he had no idea that Agon was even there. A surprise appeared to be in order.<p>

Agon's heart throbbed at a fast pace. He was excited and nervous to employ his scheme. He hoped Duke wouldn't lash out at him for this. Agon gripped the nozzle and placed it over Duke's mouth. He rotated the valve just enough for a low, yet steady flow of air. The man looked on with quiet trepidation and eagerness. Slowly, but surely, he watched Duke's belly start to swell up. In spite of being inflated in his sleep, this did not rouse him. The white Yoshi let out a little moan that Agon couldn't distinguish: he narrowed it down to pain or pleasure. Regardless, the air stretched out Duke's belly to the size of a medicine ball, and it kept growing from there. Once it reached the size of a jumbo beach ball, Duke's entire body followed in the ballooning process.

As the red-eyed Yoshi continued to gradually inflate, he started emitting groans that became louder and more noticeably delighted. Agon restrained the temptation to increase the air outflow. He didn't want to risk it, plus the leisurely speed made this very satisfying to spectate. He was baffled on how Duke managed to sleep through being inflated. Agon knew he felt something, especially with those detectable noises of what he thought was pleasure. Clusters of seconds had gone on, and the white dinosaur resembled a perfectly spherical balloon with stubby arms and legs. If Agon had to take a stab at his figure, Duke might have billowed to more than seven feet in diameter. His heavy snoring indicated the uninterrupted slumber.

Should Agon halt the process at this point? He could not fail to see how big his friend had gotten. As Duke was situated on his back, there was no chance of him being able to move an inch, let alone get up. His limbs were sucked in, which was the reason for the immobility. Half of Agon yearned to allow the air tank to remain on, while the other half urged him to stop his madness. After Duke had blown up to perhaps nine feet, the man turned off the flow. He approached the bloated dinosaur through tiptoes. All he could see was the exposed bottom of the great snowy sphere that had a tail. Upon this captivating roundness, Agon's nose had almost bled from an unforeseen burst of exhilaration. There were recesses that contained Duke's absorbed arms and legs: the hands and feet, useless for any degree of application, jutted out of his figure. Taking a closer look, Agon saw a rather blissful smile upon Duke's face. His cheeks were poofy, ball-shaped sacs.

It seemed prudent to leave Duke alone. Why wake the ballooned Yoshi now? Agon believed he would be sparing himself from a wrathful reaction. As soon as he removed the nozzle, however, Duke had finally stirred.

"What the? Why can't I move? And why do I feel so swollen?" He perceived his very distended mass a moment later. "Hey, I'm inflated..."

_'Dammit!'_ cursed Agon. _'Of course he opens his eyes after I take off the nozzle! I wasn't here!'_

The bald-faced man fled the scene, taking the evidence with him. He would never realize how happy Duke was from his bloatation. The Yoshisaurus could not move nor see anything more through a frontal perspective, but it didn't bother him at all. He was receiving gratification from his spherical balloon body. It occurred to Duke that Agon had inflated him in his sleep, probably as a surprise. This, Duke thought, was a splendid act. He made a mental note to thank his friend tomorrow morning, once he aired out to the point of mobility.

* * *

><p>Agon rose from his futon, groggy in the face. Someone was knocking on his door. Who could it be at this hour? It was not even seven o'clock yet, based on his digital watch that sat upon the armrest. He rubbed the crust out of his eyes as the gentle flurry of knocks came again.<p>

"I'm going, I'm going..." grumbled Agon, lumbering to the door.

The instant he opened it, he was taken down by a heavy figure in white. He quickly discerned the albino character as Duke, who had the man locked in a bear hug. Agon winced from the suffocating embrace.

"Too tight..." he gasped. "Loosen up a little, please."

"Sorry," said Duke as he lifted Agon from the floor. "How's this?"

"I said _loosen_, not tighten."

After slackening his hold this time, the red-eyed Yoshi said, "...Now?"

Agon grunted. "Better. Why the pouncing assault this morning?"

"It's my way of saying thank you," Duke told him, grinning cheerily. "Thanks for what you did last night!"

"Goodness gracious, I apologize."

"But I liked it! It's okay, Agon, there's nothing to be sorry about. It was fantastic."

The man merely stared at Duke, unsure of what to make of this. He noticed the Yoshisaurus had some leftover air inside his paunchy stomach, which conferred to him a bottom-heavy figure. Duke might have consumed an entire all-you-can-eat buffet.

"No one else but you inflated me while I was asleep," the snow-white dinosaur said. "That was pretty swell of you. I was really full of myself, hee hee. Get it?"

Agon laughed shyly. "Yeah..."

"I had such a marvellous sleep because of your surprise inflation." Duke embraced Agon, who became rosy with joy. "I can't wait for you to do it again in the future."

"You mean that?" mumbled Agon.

"Yes. I'm not sure why you thought I would be mad at you. Did you expect me to hurt you for blowing me up into a giant balloon?"

Agon didn't dignify this with a reply, but Duke easily figured it out. He cuddled him as a way of demonstrating his favor and caring nature.

"I wouldn't do that, ever," Duke asserted in a sincere voice. "I know we haven't been friends for long, but I'm your protector, not your tormentor. Don't you trust me?"

"I'm trying to," said Agon. "It's difficult after you've experienced a close friend that turned against you. It's bad enough Yoshi and Boshi couldn't recognize me to the fullest, but Yellow's betrayal was the last thing I needed."

"I won't be like that Koopa. I'm going to be a true friend to you."

"I want exactly that, but only time will tell us both."

"That's what you'll get." Duke clasped Agon's face, his blood-red eyes glowing mildly. "Your back will always be watched by this Yoshi. Get used to thinking of me as your future guardian angel."

"But - "

"No buts. If there was only one person you could rely on for life, that would be yours truly. Please don't worry about my loyalty."

Agon paused for a moment. "What's stopping you from selling out your faith?"

"Our friendship," stated Duke seriously. "I'm not going to toss that away like a piece of garbage."

There was a period of silence, grasping of hands and eyes fixed upon one another. Duke moved past the subject after Agon expressed his gratitude.

"For real, I enjoyed the surprise inflation. Is there anything I can do for you in return?"

Agon shook his head, but the white Yoshisaurus, inclined to reciprocate, had an impression that there was something in his mind.

"I don't believe you. I'll be more than happy to oblige. Name it."

"Well," Agon twiddled his fingers, "I did not seize the opportunity to snuggle you yesterday. All that size and fluffiness has gone because of my timidity. There's always next time though, yes?"

"That's all? Easy. You still got your air tank?"

"What, right now? It doesn't necessarily have to be immediate. I can wait."

"Nah, let's do it now," Duke insisted playfully. "I want you to be happy. If this is the way to do it, then I'm cool. Fill me up."

The intention from the snowy Yoshisaur was unmistakable. Agon searched his closet for the air canister he had used yesterday. He peered at Duke in a questioning manner, who nodded eagerly.

"We ought to go back to that area you found," suggested Duke. "Just in case you're thinking big."

He winked at Agon, who formed an 'O' with his mouth before grinning somewhat giddily. They flew to the southwestern flowery plains closed off by the steep hills. As soon as Duke changed back to his regular form, he rubbed Agon's shoulders. He was that willing to be inflated.

"I'm ready," said the albino Yoshisaurus with a small, lively giggle.

"You certainly are raring to go," commented Agon. "Are you sure? I don't want to cause any fuss nor harm."

"You won't. It's not everyday you have a friend who is willing to be swollen into a big, soft balloon. Take as much time as you wish."

"I do have the goal of emptying the air tank on you."

"Do it. The bigger, the better, you know? Feed me the good stuff."

Agon handed the nozzle over to Duke. After securing it to his mouth, Duke flashed his friend the thumbs-up motion, signifying the next level of consent. He savored every volume of air that entered his growing body. It slowly expanded outward, starting from the belly as it bloated one size after another. Duke looked at Agon, who stood at attention, hands behind his back while rocking on his boots. The continuous quantity of air accumulated inside his enlarging figure; Duke's bod began to even out as he inflated into a globular shape. His limbs were being absorbed by his circular frame. Soon, only the hands and feet stayed within visual sight. The balloony snowball of a dinosaur towered above Agon at ten feet. This full body expansion went on until the tank was depleted minutes later. Duke had attained some twelve feet in height and diameter.

"Mmph," said Duke, his voice incomprehensible from the nozzle. "Mmmf."

"I beg your pardon?" Agon formed a quizzical look on his profile.

"Hmmf, mmmphh mmphle. Mmm?"

"Right then, let me do something about that nozzle over your mouth."

Agon scaled the ginormous puffy body of Duke. Observing the swollen cheeks and his slightly sunken head, he removed the spout of the air tank.

"Thank you," said Duke, beaming at the tiny man. "It's tough to talk with that thing attached to my mouth."

"Aye, it's no problem, chap. How are you feeling? Is there any pain?"

"No, but my body is massive all around. It's excellent being bloated to this colossal magnitude. I don't mind that I can't budge."

"Very good. I suppose I was wrong about you..."

Duke's curiosity came into play. "Wrong? May I inquire?"

"Sure," said Agon. "You don't seem the type to fancy inflation. Not everyone likes to blow up into a balloon."

"I do. After that Blorbs incident, I have a love for being blown up."

"Talk about quick development. Why?"

"For the roundness, puffiness and just the sheer size?" Duke said with a shameless grin. "What else can I say? I really like it when I get filled up with air. It's such a spectacular experience! I'm one for going above and beyond too, so don't be afraid to inflate me tons."

"Well, I'm glad we got that licked," responded Agon casually. "You're good?"

"Oh yeah, you know it. It sucks that the tank is already used up. I'm sure I have room for more. I'd like to inflate large enough to be classified as a planet. No idea how many air tanks we're gonna need for that."

"A planet-sized Yoshi? Are you friggin' daft? You'd go kaboom before that stage! Is this what you want?"

"I like inflating..."

Duke heard the frank shock and worry in Agon's voice. He had a reasonable point: on the other hand, the snow-white Yoshi was presently one enormous sphere. The risk of exploding had been present while he inflated yesterday night and just minutes ago. If he was alive and well now, it was possible for Duke to expand another ten feet, or twenty. He was in high spirits from how big and circular his blimpy body happened to be. This elation would have likely skyrocketed if Duke was an even larger balloon. He wished to swell up some more.

"I advise you not to become too zealous," said Agon firmly. "It's wonderful that you enjoy inflation with such enthusiasm, but you must moderate yourself. I despise popping as your final fate."

"Oh, I'm sorry," said Duke in a humble tone. "I have such an awesome kick going on. It would be nice if I could swell up just a bit further. Maybe a planet for a Yoshi IS too much."

"At least for the time being, Duke. For now, you should adjust to your present mass and stick to a safe range. I just don't want you to die."

"Okay."

For a time, the conversation ended at this point. Duke relished in his tremendously globular shape. Agon regarded him, still fairly discomforted from the topic of overinflation: it disrupted his pleasure for Duke's bloated frame. Sensing that the man wasn't fully gleeful, the blown-up Yoshi sought to comfort him.

"I can't see you down like this," Duke told Agon compassionately. "If my arms weren't stuck inside my body now, I'd snuggle you until the sadness has been squeezed out of you. Let me give you a good nuzzle on the nose."

Agon wavered. He was busy making conscious efforts to brush aside the thoughts of Duke popping.

"Please come over here. You are in need of my affection. I'm sorry I troubled you with my desire to get larger and rounder without thinking about the consequences. You've got a point, plus I don't like it when you're unhappy. It makes me dispirited."

A long time went by before Agon moved close to Duke's head. He felt a fluttery sensation within his heart when their noses made physical contact. It was a soothing chemical reaction that reassured his mental process. Duke smiled, happy that Agon closed his arms around his head in a warm hug. The bald man had received a renewed vigor after the initial nuzzle.

"There we go!" exclaimed Duke. "That's way better. Nothing like putting a smile on your lips and turning that frown upside down."

"...My thanks, Duke," said Agon, looking visibly heartened.

"You're welcome, my friend. Now sit back and enjoy my inflated body, won't you? You'd make me a lot more blissful if you would keep me company."

"Only if you desire my presence."

"Of course I do. This should be a regular hobby between us. You could be the inflator and I could be your inflatee. I'm already doing my part."

"Brilliant. Consider it done."

Duke beamed at Agon and licked him in the face. Together, they jubilantly rested under the pleasant sun, knowing well that the entire plains belonged to them. No bothersome people were around, and this was the way it needed to stay. Duke's crimson eyes looked straight into Agon's dull brown irises. The two friends shared another nose nuzzle, ensconced within the sheer amount of privacy presented to them by this vast region.

**(More inflation fun and pleasure. Enough said. Works on so many levels with a Yoshisaurus if you ask me.)**


	3. What's Your Story?

**What's Your Story?**

Agon and Duke were in the open fields located southwest of Monstro Town. A little while ago, they had a satisfying picnic on this very bright and sunny day. The bald-faced man sighed contentedly as he was relaxing on top of Duke, whose wings were closed around him like a plumy blanket. Their easygoing expressions and body language implied that they were enjoying the good afternoon together.

"Hey, Agon?" murmured Duke.

"Yes, Duke?"

"Tell me about yourself."

"What would you like to know in particular?"

"Anything. We're not going anywhere."

"Can you wait a few minutes? I would like to enjoy this climate."

"Okay."

The weather was pleasing today. In addition to a temperate breeze, the burning yellow star in the clear skies nourished this whole area. Duke kept his arms snug around Agon's torso. From his friend's nonchalant grunt, he was fond of the affection. There was no rush nor any motive for leaving these vast plains. More than half an hour had passed before the conversation resumed.

"I'm all ears, buddy," Duke reminded Agon in a patient manner. "I'd like to hear some things about you. I'll tell you about myself in return."

"All right, mate," said Agon, bringing himself to a sitting position. "I'm not from this world. I am a Canadian born on the planet Earth. Last I checked, my family lived in Alberton of Prince Edward Island. Nothing much occurred throughout my childhood, though I was taught Muay Thai kickboxing by my older brother. He's a cage fighter. My father, who is a part of the Canadian Armed Forces, trained me in the usage of firearms. The highlight of my life didn't start until age nineteen."

"What did you do then?"

"I became a free mercenary. There's a lot of money to be made in that kind of profession. I saw people as young as ten that did the same thing. If you're decent with a gun, there's a place for you. I started off with local missions in the province and built my way up to the international big leagues. Did so for six years running before my profits were enough for an early retirement. Those were the days."

"What sort of jobs did you get?" Duke asked.

"Mostly assassination operations," said Agon. "I was a rudimentary murderer paid big bucks to take out important targets, whether they were gang leaders, other gunhands or certain people of political influence. The life of a bounty hunter in a nutshell. I didn't succeed in all of my missions though."

"You got caught?"

"And injured to boot. I was held prisoner several times, but I always found a way out. I call it very good luck for sure. I can't forget that I also had other rival mercenaries come after me. This said, I was all set for life when, a year after my retirement at age twenty-five, I tested an invention of my mom's, which she called the Dimensional Gateway. After being talked into trying it out, that was when it teleported me from my house in Alberton to Yo'ster Isle. There, I adjusted to my new life in the Mushroom Kingdom and met Boshi and Yoshi."

"Oh yeah, I've heard of Yoshi before. Boshi is your brother from another mother, yes? Mind telling me your deal with him?"

Agon collected his thoughts for a moment. When he remembered as much as his memories would allow him, he began to explain.

"We quickly bonded upon that first meeting. We got out of Yo'ster Isle and did a bunch of quests and side missions, which came from a notice board in Toad Town. We also passed the time by engaging in some exploration around the land. After foiling the grand larceny schemes of a swift bandit named Croco, Boshi and I managed to secure a house in Toad Town for a reasonable price. We were comfortable for a time. Then, Yoshi moved in and so did Yellow, after I had befriended him. It was great for all four of us..." Agon became quiet as a bout of depressed nostalgia prevented him from speaking further. "Now, Yellow is dead and Yoshi and Boshi don't remember me due to irrecoverable memories."

Duke snuggled the man after sensing his musing sadness. Agon had said no more from there: his mind relapsed for several seconds, replaying the images of his escapade in Isle Delfino. Linda Bane, the deceased boss of the Noble Establishment, had inflicted permanent damage on Yoshi and Boshi with the De-Mental, a device that 'cleansed' their memories. Why was it so difficult for the man to move past this experience? It had been more than four years, yet he dwelled on the past like a wasteful individual that wanted parts of his childhood back. It was nothing compared to Yellow's greatest offense: the act of betrayal when he returned to his brothers. He had told Agon - before the impending death - he was to blame for his treason. Agon accepted Yellow's cold words, but he failed to fully understand them.

"Agon? You okay, pal?"

Agon did not respond until Duke's hand gently patted his face.

"What is it?"

"I was getting worried back there. I know you're still thinking about your friends. I'm so sorry to hear that Yellow turned on you."

"He said it was my fault. What did he really mean by that? Was it because of my departure? I don't have a clue, and it's messing up my brain fiercely."

"Dude, it's all right," said Duke in a soothing tone. "You don't have to make yourself sick over that. Just leave it be. The deed has been done."

Agon sighed heavily. "...Yes. You are right, Duke. My apologies for sidetracking the chronicles of my life story. I suppose I needed to vent my guilty conscience. Thank you for hearing me out."

"It's no problem. That's what I'm here for. Would you like me to disclose some information about my life?"

"If it's okay with you."

"Sure. I want to tell you anyway, so ask and you shall receive."

Agon met the snow-white Yoshi's blood-red eyes. Taking the profound contrast into consideration, they were freaky as well as intimidating.

"Is Duke your real name?"

"Yes. I was born and raised in Yoshi's Island."

"What's your backstory?"

"I've had an easy early life, until I came across this hidden treasure chest within a cove during one of my exploration runs. You're curious about my wings, correct?" When Agon nodded in acknowledgement, Duke said, "Well, that chest had the same pair of wings in black. I can't exactly explain it, but they fused with my body and gave me the ability to fly and breath flames and lightning."

"Lightning?" repeated Agon in wonder. "I thought Super Dragon Yoshies only exhaled fire. Come to think of it, why are your wings black? Shouldn't they be white?"

"I guess not in my exception. Anyway, I couldn't tell you since I have no idea how it works. They are cool though, don't you think?"

"I concur. So what happened after you got your wings?"

"I left Yoshi's Island," answered Duke. "Why wouldn't I go out to see the world in my eyes with magic wings? You would've totally done the same thing."

"Minus the dragon wings part."

Agon and Duke shared a modest chortle at this.

"What of your eyes?" the man inquired.

"I was about to get to that," said Duke, and he appeared rather crestfallen. Agon guessed that he had been asked this before. "Yoshies rarely have any eye colors besides blue. I was one of the fewest to be born with red eyes. I've heard of Yo'ster Isle, and since you've been there, you probably noticed this pattern in any of the Yoshies you saw. They all have blue eyes."

"Except for Boshi. As far as my knowledge goes, he has violet eyes."

"Whoa, really?"

"Indeed, mate. But to be fair, Boshi is a little different from the conventional Yoshi. He has a larger body scale for one thing. He has these shark fin spines on the back of his head. Boshi also has fangs and clawed feet, plus he wears shades, a spiked neck collar and ripped shoes." Agon regarded Duke. "You remind me of Boshi by possessing similar physical features. You have pointed spines, fangs in the corners of your mouth and clawed feet. You're mighty tall as well."

Duke whistled. "What are the odds? I didn't think I would look so much like your old friend. Scary..."

"Not as scary as your eyes," said Agon.

"Well, that's the primary reason why I had no long-term friends as a kid. My red eyes terrified them. Anyone I talked to never came back for seconds. They thought I was secretly a dormant, soul-devouring demon biding my time. My appearance, like you described to me, probably did nothing to help. Even my parents were reluctant to spend time with me." Duke suddenly directed his gaze upon Agon. "Do my eyes intimidate you so?"

"It's only because of how red they are," the bald man said humbly, though he did not flinch from the crimson scrutiny. "It's the shade of blood."

"I don't mean to scare you. I'm just like your usual Yoshi otherwise. Are you going to judge a book by its cover?"

"To a certain extent. It is impossible not to be judgmental on anything. I still like you all the same. I mean, I'm not so spectacular myself. I grew up a loner. I was socially inept outside of mercantile contracts. Hell, the concept of physical affection used to be foreign to someone such as I. Imagine if I couldn't do this now."

To prove his point, Agon embraced Duke, who smiled and reciprocated the action. The white Yoshisaur's feathery black wings mimicked his movement as they 'hugged' the man. The scarlet radiance of his eyes seemed to shine in a calm, kind manner.

"You like me even with my scary red eyes?" Duke asked him.

"I do," stated Agon with open benignity behind his voice. "I will not be one of those types to run a friendship purely based on appearance. I will adjust to you sooner than later. I'm actually timid on the inside, which is a part of why I was frightened at first."

"Ah, okay. It's good that you said this. I already consider you to be my first real friend."

"Am I... worthy?"

"You didn't flee from me after our first encounter. You also made a respectable first impression by giving me a chance. I would say it's all green. I appreciate it tons, because as soon as this may sound, I want us to be the best of friends for life."

"Same here." Agon extended both of his hands. "Friends?"

Duke clasped them and pulled him into a rocking bear hug.

"Friends," he said, almost in a cooing way.

Agon felt a strong gush of affection for his new Yoshi friend. He didn't even mind the tightness from Duke's clench. To him, it was a sign of genuine love; the harder the hug, the more caring it was. This lasted for a lengthy period of time. Agon could not see it due to the plumed black wings obscuring his vision, but Duke's tail was wagging.

"You're a powerful hugger," remarked Agon.

"Oh my, am I doing it again?" Duke slackened his hold slightly. "Sorry, Agon. I got excited in the heat of the moment."

"It's okay, Duke. I'm getting used to it. I have to say that you hug harder than Boshi, and his embraces were constrictive."

"Does Boshi hug with love?"

"No doubt about it. I do fear that you'll break my spine in two someday."

"You better let me know before this happens, then."

"I shall." Agon then said, "Another inquiry on your life. Who taught you how to fight? Based on my fractional glimpses during the battle against the Koopa Brothers days ago, you are as skillful as Yoshi himself."

Duke grinned. "Funny that you decided to mention him, because he was my mentor growing up. We weren't friends, but we liked each other. He taught me all kinds of moves, like the flutter kick and Yoshi Bomb ground pound. Yoshi helped me improve on my egg-throwing ability too."

"Great," said Agon while holding esteem for his friend. "I was wrong in my assumption that your parents were the ones who taught you to fight."

"My mom and dad are more of the peaceful types. In fact, they detest any hint of violence, including self-defense. Of course, violence on Yoshi's Island is as rare as the planets aligning. I just never liked how proactive they were in their stances. Kept shoving it down my throat."

"What did they do for a living?"

"Mom and dad were guards of the village. It would've been fine if they could learn to shut up once in a while. I feel for the Yoshies that had their ears fall apart from mom and dad's blabbermouths. You go preaching on and on about public safety, it's bound to happen. My parents, as zealous as they tend to be, have good intentions. The town will be just fine under their orderly supervision." Something in Duke's profile flickered: it was relief. "It didn't stop me from leaving the village and island once I got my wings. Don't worry, I'm okay with my parents, but it does feel so liberating to be away from them and all of Yoshi's Island. The R&R thing eventually got too boring and repetitive for me anyway, though I still love the place. It's always going to be remembered as my native home."

"And now you're out here," Agon murmured thoughtfully. "I say, it was nice of you to share this with me. One more question: how did you end up living in Monstro Town?"

"Found a vacant house and moved in. Enough said."

"How did you pay for it?"

"Didn't have to," replied Duke, shrugging his shoulders. "I asked someone about the place, and he said it was okay for me to take. Bam, free housing. The guy told me no one charges rent or property tax around here. As for my financial standing, I usually go around looking for Coin Blocks. Tough part is waiting for them to replenish over the night. How real fortunate that my pad is free of charge, 'cause I'm destitute."

"I can aid you."

"Nah, it's not - "

Agon raised a hand, cutting off Duke's sentence.

"Uh-uh. Consider it patronage. I'll give you a couple of hundred or so, in purple coins worth twenty-five each. Don't bother compensating me in return."

"That's so generous of you," said Duke gratefully. "Thanks, buddy. I won't forget this."

Agon grunted, pleased to be of any assistance to his new friend. He was glad that they had this meaningful talk of personal lives. It demonstrated a character of trust and friendliness. Even though the man was constantly afraid of Duke's potential betrayal, it was outweighed by his faith in him. Unlike those that shunned Duke during his childhood, Agon knew better than to judge the snowy Yoshisaurus by his blood-red eyes: he perceived a tender soul beyond the crimson orbs. He stroked Duke's snout with a light, delicate motion of his fingers.

"You're cool and adorable," commented Agon. "I like your wings too. They are remarkably smooth and soft."

"Aww, thanks!" Duke rested his nose on top of Agon's bald head. "I think you're cute as well."

"That's your opinion. I'm just a short, bald-faced guy. Yes, I am quite plain like a generic action figure."

"I still think you're cute. Besides, it's the personality within that defines you as an individual. You're very friendly and polite in MY opinion."

"I stand corrected. Your complement is fully appreciated, Duke."

The white Yoshi beamed. "Hey, it's the truth."

They stared at each other, happy with this mutual company among two friends. Motivated by spontaneous affection, Duke embraced Agon yet again.

"What do you want to do now?" asked Duke, breaking away from the hold.

"I have a Power Balloon in there," said Agon as he gestured toward the picnic basket.

There was a round, yellow balloon within. It had the letter 'P' on its material.

"Only one?"

"There wasn't a lot of space remaining, given the food we packed. May I inflate you with it?"

Duke giggled. "Yes, you may."

Agon retrieved the yellow P-Balloon, presented it to Duke and stood back. Rather than pop the sac, Duke ate it in one swallow; his whole body swelled up to a big, spherical form. He looked like a perfect snowball with wings, arms and legs.

"Hee hee hee, this is so cool! I love having a large bod! I see you blushing there," Duke added, amused by Agon's red complexion. "Come here and we'll see if I can't fix you up."

"What do you mean by that?"

"Come over here and you'll find out. Don't be shy, I won't hurt you."

When Agon got within arm's length, he was pushed back and then pressed between the grass and Duke's puffy body. Now Agon turned even redder. It was a lot hotter than usual, the main source of heat being generated by his ears. He felt shivers of pleasure break out through his arms, chest, back, legs, head, any part of his frame affected. Agon's breathing rate had significantly increased, and the same thing could be stated for his racing heart.

"You like this?" said Duke, taking particular note of the bald man's euphoria.

"I feel my expression says it all," gasped Agon. "I reacted the same way whenever Boshi squished me while he was inflated. Are you going to get off anytime soon?"

"No, I think not. I'm staying right here. There's no escape for you, Agon. You gotta suffer my swollen wrath, ha ha hah!"

"Oh Lord... Bear in mind that the P-Balloon's effect won't last long. Get as much mileage out of it as you can."

"You too." Duke's crimson eyes flashed in an impish manner.

The balloony Yoshisaurus rolled himself over Agon. Because of the very pale belly suffocating his face, the man could only make muffled grunts and groans. Judging by his arms and hands that were stroking Duke's bloated, globular frame, he was in seventh heaven.

**(Some obligatory storytelling between the two OCs. It should be pretty clear to you: Duke is Boshi 2.0. I could disguise it as a pure coincidence, but it's not. I love the Yoshi as a species, so there's that too. Can't get enough of them adorable dinosaurs. ******^_^** Their Super Dragon Final Smash is also friggin' spectacular.)**


	4. Oathsworn Companions

**Oathsworn Companions**

In the next three months that slipped past either character, the friendship between Agon and Duke had rapidly solidified. Being next door neighbors of absolute convenience, they visited one another almost, if not, everyday. It seemed certain to them that living together was a near future prospect. They often frequented the southwestern plains; its name was the Fields of Serenity, according to a few locals in Monstro Town. Agon's world map did not display this information because the Fields of Serenity was an uncharted location. This was Agon and Duke's regular place for recreation, their primary hobby experimenting with various techniques of inflation. Of course, the snow-white dinosaur happened to be the enthusiastic 'test subject'. Such examples were the tried air tank, Blimp Fruits and P-Balloons, but Duke had also achieved similar results via a bellows, bicycle pump and litres (and I do mean litres) of water in big jugs. Agon even witnessed Duke blowing up a balloon to its maximum capacity before he reenacted the blowback cartoon gag.

Agon confessed that he never had so much fun and amusement with anyone such as Duke. Not only was the Yoshisaurus stupendously consenting to these methods of inflation, he was crazy for it on a continual level. Even with Boshi, the man had not played around to this whimsical stage: this was unconditional entertainment. Agon always felt an explosive elation every time he and Duke went over to the Fields of Serenity. Duke's message had been spot on. It really wasn't everyday one befriended an individual like him. What was the word Agon wanted to employ? Paradise.

Tonight, Agon and Duke were sitting at home, complacent with their united company. This was just another one of Duke's nights to sleep over. At first, he had brought with him a sleeping bag and a pillow. This transitioned to sharing the futon with Agon, who freely offered the spot. After that time, Duke never went back.

"Nice night outside," commented Duke.

Agon grunted in concordance. "Yes. Yes it is. Too bad about the occasional rainstorms over at the Fields of Serenity. Those were some missed opportunities."

"Not to worry, man. We made up for it on the days that had no rain. Think about that instead."

"Absolutely. Your keenness to be swollen still moves me."

"Actually, I'm a bit surprised myself," said Duke. "We can both agree that this is a bloatastic thing. Come on, you love every bit of it. Admit it."

"Is it that obvious?" Agon could not help but chuckle in a placid way.

"Your face, dude. Your face reveals what you think of me whenever I'm a massive balloon. You can't ever have a poker face, because you can't make one. I hope you and I never play cards."

"Well, I suck at poker."

"My point is that you don't know how to hide your expression around me. I'm not going to pry into your deepest secrets though. Your business is your own business."

"Thanks very much," said Agon.

"It's all copacetic," said Duke with a friendly smile. "You and I are closer now than in the first few days that we started talking. I think our friendship will only become better the longer we keep it going."

"Yes, I have the same thoughts on this as well. Already you have equalled yourself to my former sworn brothers. Incredible, given that our process happened over the duration of a few months."

"It's gotta be awesome being a sworn brother."

"It's also a very important role in a successful friendship." Agon looked at Duke, taking on an earnest posture. "How would you define a sworn brother?"

Duke took a moment to compile a full, yet concise response.

"A close friend that is like family," he said slowly. "A sworn brother is someone who will remain with you for life, no matter the odds. A brother sticks by his own through thick and thin. This person is a true friend who shall never consider the act of betrayal on his other brother. These best friends are forever until death. Is that a good answer?"

"Brief and consistent." Agon then nodded his head. "You possess a fine grasp on the concept of a sworn brother."

"Sweet," said Duke, pleased. "I guessed I nailed it, didn't I?"

"Indeed."

They were quiet for a long while. Somewhat unknown to Agon, Duke was wondering what it would be like to assume the position as his sworn brother. He studied the bald-faced man, sensations of anxiety and hopefulness swimming in his stomach. The question came readily to Duke's lips, but he couldn't be certain if Agon thought mutually. These two close friends had quickly bonded: was this enough for the highest level of their friendship?

"What's on your mind?" inquired Agon, having detected Duke's pensive stare.

"Do you personally feel that we've made it there?"

"Made it to where?"

"The sacred brotherhood," said Duke. "Can you and I be brothers for life?"

"Hmm..."

"It's fine if you think it's too soon. We could probably use a bit more time before that. It's all up to you though."

Agon could not deny that Duke had no intentions of backstabbing him. It was honestly tempting. The white Yoshisaur was pleasant, warmhearted, tolerant and much more cuddly than Agon expected. But, the position of a sworn brother was not to be taken lightly. All the same, he yearned to say yes, especially from the wanting expression upon Duke's countenance. The answer took a lifetime before it appeared in the brooding man's head.

"Not now," Agon stated at last. "I am sorry."

"It's all right," said Duke, aware of the serious responsibility required. "Whenever you feel that we're ready, I'll be waiting. I didn't mean to bring it up like that."

"I understand your curiosity. You were all right to ask. However, being a sworn brother means the world to me. You have to realize that I take this degree with all my heart."

"I hear you. Still, I'm glad you were honest toward me."

* * *

><p>This topic did not see the light of day again until many days later. The autumn's presence settled within the region of Land's End in the form of cooler temperatures and leaves in mixed hues of orange, brown and yellow. Agon was home, practicing his Drunken Capoeira martial arts on the dummy. Duke entered his abode at the end of his training routine.<p>

"Hey, pal," he said. "Just visiting you as usual. How you doin'?"

"Not too bad," said Agon, smiling upon Duke's company. "You?"

"I'm cool, thanks for asking. Whatcha up to?"

"Some combat exercises."

Duke nodded his head. "Oh yeah, you're a student of Jinx's dojo. You told me you've been at it for more than four years. You must be quite the fighter."

"Only with time and devotion," responded Agon modestly. "It was a steep transition from Muay Thai to the Drunken Fist and Capoeira styles. Too bad it couldn't have happened while I fought in the Glitz Pit."

"Why don't you go back and punch through the ranks a second time?"

"I might, actually. It's only Gonzales Junior I'm concerned about. I hope to overcome his line of defense with a combination of intoxicated fighting and dancing."

"That certainly sounds interesting." Duke grinned, his blood-red eyes glinting wildly. "Wanna fight me?"

"No, no, no thank you," said Agon quickly as he shook his hands.

"Not for real. Unlike that dummy over there, I'm an actual opponent capable of countering and defending. It'd be good for your training. I'm not gonna hurt you, if that's what you're worried about. You and me are friends."

"All right. Let's go to the Fields of Serenity."

Agon (on his Ascent hover pad) and Duke flew to the Fields of Serenity, where they pitted against one another in mock battles. This went on for perhaps an hour until the snow-white Yoshi stopped these rounds. Only minor wounds were inflicted over the course of their fighting.

"Boy, you're really good," Agon muttered, taken aback by what he had experienced. "I daresay that you're better than Yoshi and Boshi."

"Nah, that's a bit much credit," said Duke while rubbing the back of his head.

"Well, it's my personal opinion. Thankfully, I never suffered from your fire and lightning breath. One element is already tough enough, but another? Even Yoshi himself can't do that."

"It's probably the properties of these magic wings. I don't understand it either, but I sure am not complaining about it. I like to fly anywhere I please."

"True," said Agon, regarding the winged Yoshi fondly. "Please walk with me."

The pair strolled the plains in an aimless motion. Agon shivered from the cool, crisp air current breezing throughout the Fields of Serenity. Duke pulled him in, providing the man with his wing and body for warmth. Agon felt a fountain of glee pour into his spirits from being so physically close to the snowy dinosaur. They roved the grounds for twenty minutes before settling down next to one another. The skies were medium-grey and cloudy: a few beams of sunlight penetrated its scattered openings.

"Your wings make for a useful blanket," Agon remarked. "You didn't have to do this."

"I know, because I wanted to," said Duke happily. "I can't leave you out in the cold."

"Thanks again."

"Anytime. You need anything else from me?"

"A hug...?"

Duke gave Agon a wide smile and snuggled him. The man had a look of bliss from the overall affection he was receiving. He obviously didn't want to leave, and neither did Duke, who made sure to maintain a sturdy grip on Agon.

"Falling asleep on me?" said Duke, noticing his friend lean against him.

"Sorry." Agon tried to snap himself out of the apparent trance.

"No, I'm just asking. Having an affectionate friend is great, isn't it?"

"I couldn't agree more. Hey, there's something I would like to discuss with you."

"Sure. What is it, Agon?"

"We have been friends for over three months now. Earlier this week, you asked me if the two of us could form a brotherhood."

Duke became attentive. "Yeah."

"I change my mind." Agon smiled warmly at him. "After giving it some major thought, I think the time is now."

"Are you for real?"

"I am. The two of us are more than close friends at this stage. Our friendship is at its apex, but it must be made official." Agon looked straight at Duke. "Duke, will you consent to be my brother for life?"

"Until it's over for the both of us," Duke affirmed, his devotion bordering fanaticism. "I am so honored to be your sworn brother. I don't know what to say..."

There had been no hesitation behind the fervent response Agon received. Duke's crimson eyes shone with clear euphoria. He had waited for this wonderful occasion to arise ever since he suggested the request, which was, admittedly, some days ago.

"I trust you with my life," said Agon. "May that blessing never leave your benevolent heart. As your brother, I shall offer my protection to you."

"I'll do my part too. Thank you."

The newly-formed brothers maintained eye contact. Both the red and brown tones were lit by a mutual happiness and dedication. Their vow had been marked in the Fields of Serenity, the region they visited on a regular basis. As Agon and Duke clasped hands, there was but a single thought in their minds: they were one. They had attained the highest level in their friendship. A lengthy period of solemn silence elapsed.

"Brother Duke," said Agon, "I love you. I am confident nothing will sunder us apart."

"I second that, Brother Agon," said Duke in a rhapsodic, doting tone. "I love you too, and I'm gonna love you forever and ever."

"Eternal thanks cannot begin to exhibit my blissful gratitude. Now that we're at the peak, I can finally reveal something that you've wanted to know."

"And what might this be?"

"We've attempted the different methods of inflating you," explained Agon. "So far, you favor the Blimp Fruits and P-Balloons for quick fixes, and everything else for a longer duration. I'll be honest with you: I've been meaning to apply this special technique from the day you brought it up."

Duke looked intrigued. He leaned in close, eager to hear what his best friend had to say.

"I wish to inflate you through a puff kiss," Agon went on, and he turned red upon the concept. "It's basically me kissing you and then blowing air inside of you. How about it?"

"You had me at 'inflate'," said Duke with a thirsty smirk. "Give it to me."

The man waited a moment before proceeding to inflate Duke via mouth-to-mouth. When he became a very large, ball-shaped dinosaur, Agon released his lips. He was not surprised to witness the blithesome expression upon a flushed Duke, who was moaning joyfully.

"Wow, now that's what I call inflation," said Duke. "I think this may be _the_ winner."

"Your overall verdict?" inquired Agon, though he already had a good understanding of the incoming response.

"Love it. The kiss was sweet, too."

"Excellent."

Lightly kicking the grass with a foot, Agon observed Duke in a rather meek fashion. His state of inertia was not missed by the round Yoshi.

"Get over here, Agon. I don't like it when you're not being cuddled by me." Duke then added in a teasing undertone, "You wouldn't turn down a big hug from me, would you?"

Agon replied by walking into the arms of his ballooned brother, who smothered him with fleecy, syrupy love.

"That's what I thought. Comfy?"

The man just groaned appreciatively. Duke was more than willing to cradle his sworn brother against his big, soft, spherical body. They were both happy together: what more could be said?

* * *

><p>The next day, Agon was inside the kitchen area in his home. He had gathered ingredients for an awfully specific recipe. What were these ingredients, you may or may not be wondering? A glass of Fresh Juice and a Blimp Fruit, which Agon obtained from one of the hidden bushes planted by Yoshi in Yo'ster Isle. He sure as hell wasn't about to travel to space for this one berry, especially since they were not available in the local market.<p>

"Right then," said Agon as he presented the two components. "Let us create a sort of bloating beverage out of these. Mmm."

Using a blender, Agon poured down the Fresh Juice and dropped the Blimp Fruit inside. He closed the lid on it and mixed them together, producing a light-brownish color property after thirty seconds or so. This concoction was transferred to a clean glass.

"What do I call it? The Blimp Juice? Eh, that's fine to me. Doesn't look that appetizing though..."

While he displayed his slight distaste for the Blimp Juice's hue, someone knocked on his front door. Given that Agon neither received nor expected mail and deliveries, he knew it was none other than his sworn brother Duke.

"Come in!" said Agon.

"Hi, brother!" Duke ran toward the bald man and threw his arms around him. "How are you doing today?"

"I am well. I would like to point out that I really love your hugs. It stirs such a splendid feeling within me."

"That's awesome, because I just _love_ hugging you. I could squeeze you to death!"

"Don't, please. Even Boshi had a bit of restraint in his embraces."

"I'm kidding," said Duke, laughing softly. His red eyes saw the blended drink. "Ooooh, what is that? Are you making your own gravy?"

"No, it's a Blimp Juice," stated Agon.

"And why is it named that?"

There was curiosity in Duke's tone, half of it playing along and the other half mindful of what was actually in the beverage.

"I don't know. You want to try it out? I know it isn't exactly... presentable, but maybe it'll taste better than it looks."

The white Yoshisaurus shrugged his shoulders, said "Sure, why not?" and gulped down the Blimp Juice in one sitting. As soon as the drink entered Duke's body, his stomach growled and hissed noisily. Then it began to expand outward at a quick rate. The belly grew until it took his whole figure with it: Duke became a huge balloon dinosaur that was shaped like a bottom-heavy sphere. Although his clawed feet were all that was left, his arms did not suffer from being absorbed into his bubble body. Rather, they were dwarfed by its incredible size. Given his all-encompassing girth, Duke resembled putting on weight more than air. This was made evident by a gurgling, sloshing sound coming from Duke's belly. The heavy Yoshisaurus beamed at Agon.

"You were wrong about the taste, but it was worth it. You enjoy inflating me in so many ways. I find that too adorable."

"I take it you're content?" asked Agon with a raised eyebrow.

"No." After a short pause, Duke affirmed, "I'm super happy. I gotta have my appreciation and pleasure for this delightful bod of mine. This totally rocks my socks, though I'm not wearing any."

"Terrific, mate. Have fun. If you need me, I'll be vegetating on the futon."

"Go ahead..."

Agon never detected the kittenish gleam that flitted across Duke's crimson eyes. He was about to relax to his heart's content when an enormous, yet soft pressure landed on him. All he could actually see was one face: an ecstatic face that had a pair of ruby eyes. Duke gazed at Agon adoringly while nuzzling his nose.

"I'm not going to keep the fun all to myself," whispered Duke. "You, too, have to take part in this activity of ours. Just lie down there and let my big, juicy, bloaty mass do the rest. Don't even attempt to wriggle free. I've got you trapped."

"Do you hear me objecting?" said Agon nonchalantly.

"Nope. Let me guess: you mixed a Blimp Fruit with a glass of orange juice."

"That's the gist of it. One, what made you come to that conclusion, and two, what did you think?"

"First of all, the name told me everything. Blimp Juice? I mean, come on, Agon." Here, Duke stuck his tongue out at Agon. "Secondly, your drink was bittersweet. Bitter because of the taste, and sweet because... well, you know why, heh. I still prefer to be puff-kissed. I am fond of the fullness though. Listen to that splashing inside my stomach."

"Oh ho, it's hard not to. That's smashing. You're always one lovable dinosaur while inflated with air or liquid."

Agon blushed after expressing this, though it was out of bliss instead of shyness and embarrassment. Well, it was the truth.

"Awww, you're such a charmer," said Duke as he kissed his friend on the nose. "It's so fun to be a giant water balloon, and you liking it just makes my personal enjoyment even better. If it's not too troubling, could you please blow me up another size?"

"We do have a little roof space left. All right, what the hell. You're sure?"

"Yep! I'd never refuse being inflated by you."

Agon's affection for Duke multiplied exponentially from his heartfelt statement. He was bucked into action after Duke winked playfully. In a matter of seconds, the snowy Yoshisaur was larger and rounder than before.

"Mmm, that was tasty," Duke groaned in an obviously pleased way. "I'd ask you to do it again, but we're inside your home, so... yeah. You doin' okay, brother?"

"A-okay, brother," replied Agon with a giddy grin.

"Very nice. I feel so adored and wanted every time I'm with you, inflated or no. I'm very glad we're sworn brothers."

"Me too, Duke. I am unsure of the Blimp Juice's duration, but it may be best to savor it while you can."

"Good idea, Agon."

Several minutes had passed before Duke turned back to his standard size – almost. The air transferred to him from Agon lingered, retaining an engorged belly, but nothing else. Duke bestowed upon his close friend a pouty, disappointed look.

"That didn't last," he commented. "Easy come, easy go."

"I was worried about the futon breaking under your weight," Agon pointed out. "You're not entirely deflated."

"What, my potbelly? It's nothing. I'm too used to massive, immobile sizes. Won't you help a brother out?"

"I wouldn't be one myself if I said no."

Duke's elation returned once Agon blew him back to approximately the same size. They exchanged one more kiss and vegetated on the futon in a rapturous mood. The two brothers could not do much else, but this was okay: Duke had no issues being endlessly cuddled by Agon. If the man was joyful, so was he.

"I wonder how you would do in an eating contest?" said Agon out loud.

"Hey, I'm a Yoshi," said Duke smugly. "It's all me. I'll pretty much chow down on anything."

"Yoshies have limits."

"Very, very, very, very, _very_ high limits - me at least."

"You'll give yourself a stomachache and indigestion."

"It rarely happens, believe me," Duke insisted. "It's hard for me to get sick to begin with."

"Okay," said Agon, "but I am merely expressing my concerns for your health."

"Don't sweat it, brother. I'll be fine. Thank you all the same."

"Sure. Maybe I'll find a place that holds eating contests. I can notify you afterwards."

"Sounds lovely. We'll rake in some serious gold with my bottomless pit of a stomach. I would pat it, except I can't reach."

Agon understood Duke's point. Movement was always a potential concern when it came to the inflated persuasion. For now though, the eating contest idea would be cast aside. Agon wanted to stay where he was and bask in the gratification of being squished underneath Duke's globose body. The red-eyed Yoshi smiled, ecstatic from the way Agon was taking pleasure in his 'trap'. Until Duke deflated, he and Agon passed the time by snuggling close together while uttering expressions of saccharine adoration.

**(Now Agon and Duke are brothers. Hopefully, I will make a strong effort to stick with this design. For those of you pushing through this fanfic, I commend you. It isn't easy, considering the quantity of inflation you've had to punch aside. It's just my way.)**


	5. The Black Winged Angel

**The Black Winged Angel**

"Almost aired out, huh?"

"Yeah. This is always a pickle whenever I'm inflated. I have to wait for the deflation."

"Fortunately, it's simple for you to flush it out of your body. Mostly, it's just empty air passing through."

Agon was peering over Duke, who had shrunk throughout the day. He was no longer spherical: the remnants of the air retained his diminishing bottom-heavy figure. There was a dim, black backdrop over Monstro Town, indicating the late evening of the hour.

"A little more time and you'll be normal again," said Agon, rubbing the protruding belly.

"I'm in no rush," said Duke, grinning at the man.

"Of course not. You have never once protested or resisted in any of our inflation pastimes."

"Why should I start now, hmm?"

"I'm merely pointing it out. Think about it, you're always cheerful and optimistic as a massively blown up Yoshi. Will I ever see you whimper in pain or embarrassment once?"

Duke laughed at this. "Oh Agon, I don't see that happening at all."

Agon's expression became grave. "What if I wasn't the inflator? What if this mysterious foreigner sought to hurt you instead? There are some unhinged psychos out there that'll get off to popping you like the balloon you really are. Maybe then, you wouldn't enjoy being inflated. Anyone could easily take advantage of your immobile state, even me. But I could never commit myself to make you explode. It just isn't in my nature, and I think it's unethical."

He looked at Duke steadily. His brown eyes were difficult to decipher. A moment or two later, the snowy Yoshi realized it was lit with concern.

"Oh man, you're gettin' pessimistic on me," murmured Duke as he grabbed Agon's hand. "Everything will be okay as long as nobody knows about our secret hobby. I'm _your_ balloon Yoshi, not anyone else's, and I trust my own brother. You would think twice for sure before bursting my bubble."

"I wouldn't even dare to contemplate it," said Agon firmly. "I apologize for sounding like a downer, but it was just something that bothered me for a while. Your enthusiasm is a little frightening sometimes. Sorry, brother."

"It's okay. I'll always love being inflated by you. I'm doing this for you too."

"And I give you my thanks. I should be good now that I've gotten it off my chest."

Duke smiled. "Come here so I can hug you."

For a few minutes, Agon buried himself into Duke's big, round belly. He felt a strong, calming sensation coursing through his system. He got up from the futon once his anxiety went away.

"I'm going out for a stroll," said Agon. "I'll be back later. Will you be fine here?"

Duke nodded. "Sure, go ahead. I still can't get up, heh."

Agon wore a black windbreaker and zipped up. His hood protected him from the chilly winds tonight. He walked down Monstro Town and reached a cliff that was elevated a hundred feet or more. Agon sat down on the edge and gazed at the pale yellow moon, three-quarters revealed. For a long while in soundless reflection, he observed the thin clouds trudging across the glaring moon, dangling his legs above the distant ground below. Agon would never bring himself to pop Duke while he was inflated. He viewed the act as a bloody deed, and it was clear he cared deeply about his companion. All he desired was to make the balloon Yoshi happy. Agon adored snuggling and playing with him. Like his vow toward Boshi from the olden days, he would never cause any intentional harm toward Duke in an inflated state. Really, Agon hated the concept of his friend in the slightest shadow of suffering.

"I'm definitely the gentle type," the bald-faced man mused. "Personally, I do not perceive the appeal of popping an inflated fictional character. Especially a Yoshi like Duke. He's just too adorable and kind. Aw hell, all Yoshies are cute, which is why they don't deserved to be popped if any of them were balloons."

He had a mild side for his inflation fetish. Agon assumed he was among the most softhearted of individuals that shared this abnormal pleasure. If Duke hated to be inflated, Agon would have respected that and left it there. Of course, it was not the case at all. Once the evening grew darker and the frigid winds started to strengthen, Agon rose up and stretched his arms upward. He was ready to head back home so that he wouldn't freeze out here.

A couple of strides later, a dense cloud of red smoke expelled in front of him. Once the vapor dissipated, the character that came into view was Red Ninjakoopa. He glowered at Agon, who had not foreseen his appearance.

"Agon. We meet once again."

"What is it now, Red?"

"You should know why I'm here, bitch. I haven't forgotten that you slaughtered my brothers, you and that Yoshi. I want vengeance on an ice cold dish."

"Took you long enough."

"Shut your mouth!" Red got into a fighting stance. "By killing you, my brothers will not have died in vain. You should be ashamed for taking out your former friend. Yellow was only doing the right thing."

"You think I'm oblivious to that?" Agon mimicked Red, except his posture was unsteady and shaky like a drunkard. "I don't care what you said to him during the four years of my departure. Yellow exhibited his real loyalty by turning on me, and I cannot tolerate treason."

"Tell yourself that a thousand times over. You've been nothin' but trouble since our first encounter. I'll be _very_ happy to rip you up a new one. Do me a favor and just stand there while I decimate you piece by piece."

"Good one, Red. You want my life? Come and get it."

"Oh, you're gonna get it big time, I promise! You will die for the deaths of my brothers!"

Red withdrew into his shell and careened at Agon. The man sidestepped twice, avoiding the rebounding shot from the rear. He guarded against many of Red's ruthless attacks, striking back with Drunken blows of his own. Red was unable to mount an offensive because Agon kept randomizing his moves: he blended the Drunken Arts and Capoeira Dances in an unpredictable fashion. Red backed off, quickly understanding that he couldn't win in melee combat. He would have to rely on his vanishing technique. He became invisible and circled Agon, watching for any opening that could be capitalized. The Ninjakoopa had to be patient as the bald man constantly rotated in various directions.

"Come on, you son of a bastard..." seethed Red under his breath. "Expose your back to me."

He launched forward inside his shell, striking Agon from behind. Red seized this chance to beat him down with a rapid torrent of punches and kicks. Noticing the cliff several feet away, he forced Agon toward the edge. However, Red was pushed back as soon as his opponent deduced his strategy. The Ninjakoopa disappeared from the fight once again and preyed upon a wary Agon. Red attacked him in the back, targeting the head and dazing Agon. This allowed Red to throw a powerful leaping punch. Bashed square in the face, Agon staggered a few feet closer to the edge, collapsing afterwards. He was forced to his feet by Red.

Agon caught him with a reverse kick to the midsection. He executed a triple flying kick combo on Red, knocking him down. He tried to grapple the masked Koopa, but Red repelled him after utilizing a whirlwind kick from a supine position. They savagely fought back and forth for some time until Agon was the unlucky victim of a low blow from Red. The Ninjakoopa sent Agon backward with a flash kick, causing him to teeter on the edge of the cliff. Agon lost his balance seconds later and was now holding onto the rocky perimeter with everything he had left in him. In peril of plummeting to the ground from more than a hundred feet above, he attempted to lift his whole body up. Red stood above Agon, smirking evilly and hovering his shoe over one of the hands.

"Finally!" Red wasted no time grinding his foot on Agon's left hand. "I'm gonna get my revenge on you! Where's your Yoshi guardian angel now, huh? Huh?! I have you now!"

"Don't do this!" Agon screamed in desperation, feeling his bowels liquefy from this precarious situation.

"I'll do whatever I want, jackass! Looks like a really looooong way down... Better say your last prayers then!"

Agon used all of his willpower to maintain a grip on the cliff's edge. Red was thoroughly enraged that he managed to keep his right hand alive. He forced his shoe on the vulnerable hand, yet Agon did not give it up. He was crunching the face in extreme pain. This was impossible to resist indefinitely and it felt as though his brain was shutting down in portions.

"Arrrrghhh! Will you please die already!" Red yelled out angrily. "Your hand should be broken by now! How is this even possible?! Die, die, die! Fall down to your death!"

Suddenly, Red was struck from the back and set ablaze in fire and lightning. In slow motion, he fell to his death shrieking, becoming smaller until his presence was visible no more. Agon wondered who had saved him this time. His savior stood above him: it was Duke in his Super Dragon form. Before either individual could utter one word, Agon's mangled right hand ran out of strength as it slipped from the edge of the cliff. He could only see the terrified expression upon his sworn brother while dropping down at the speed of a bullet. This, too, seemed to be occurring in slow motion, but with a climatic touch. Agon was completely speechless: why expend the energy on screaming at the top of one's lungs? The distance from Duke became greater by the second. If only he had the chance to say a proper goodbye...

"NO!" boomed Duke. "I'm not gonna lose you like this!"

He flew down as fast as a rocket, black wings spread out from one side to the other. It seemed to be ages until Duke caught Agon in his arms. He made his way back to the top of the cliff. The man quivered with fear and panic, having been endangered just moments ago.

"It's okay, Agon," assured Duke as he cradled him tightly. "I'm here now, shhh... Everything is okay."

"You saved my life," Agon gasped. "How can I ever repay you?"

"No, don't worry about it. I was just being a good brother. I wouldn't know what to do if you died..."

"What of Red?"

"If you mean that Koopa, I doubt he could've survived a fall from hundreds of feet up. What went on between you two?"

"He appeared out of nowhere and wanted to avenge his brothers. I cannot believe how close he had won. I let my guard down in the heat of the battle." Agon looked dotingly at Duke. "You're my hero, Duke."

The albino Super Dragon gave Agon a very solicitous smile. His crimson eyes gleamed sharply in the darkness. All the while, he continued to hold the man protectively.

"I'm so sorry to have been a burden," murmured Agon, feeling a crushing wave of inferiority flood him.

"Don't be stupid, Agon," said Duke. "That means nothing when your life is in danger. You're safe now and that's what matters."

"I am in your debt."

"No, it's fine. What are sworn brothers for? Come on, let's go home. I think we need ourselves a good night's sleep."

With Agon in his grasp still, Duke took flight toward the bald-faced man's house.

* * *

><p>The next morning, Agon was seated on the futon after waking up minutes ago. He looked over his angelic knight, who snored lightly. Duke had come to the rescue yesterday night. Red would have succeeded in eliminating Agon otherwise. It had been a truly nightmarish experience of feeling powerless to do more than hang from the brink of death that awaited him very far below. Agon remembered vividly his first death at the hands of White Mask. That was when he had been introduced to the Underwhere, ruled by Queen Jaydes, who had generously revived the man by presenting to him a 'continue'. He did not need to die a second time. It was all thanks to Duke.<p>

Agon ran a hand over Duke's snout. Yesterday's unexpected encounter with Red had been a trial. If the white Yoshi had not arrived in time, the outcome would be different at this present time. This was it: Agon could trust Duke with his life for sure. As a bonus, Red, the remaining member of the Koopa Brothers, was dead. Along with Black, Green and Yellow, there would be no more sudden assaults from them. Agon was overwhelmed by shock, gratitude and bliss. Duke had liberated him from a descending path to death. How could the man ever return the favor?

Agon hugged Duke. He was beyond felicitous to have a friend that would not hesitate to rescue him again in a heartbeat. After yesterday night, he could not imagine his own brother turning against him. The red-eyed Yoshi had proven his true colors by swooping down to save Agon, when he could have allowed the man to meet the ground instead. Duke was his devoted friend of the heavens. Agon cuddled him until he woke up.

"Morning," Duke mumbled dozily. "Oooh, someone is affectionate."

"How else can I express my thankfulness to you?" said Agon in a genuine manner of speaking. "You have prevented my disastrous destiny. Just – thank you so much. Thank you."

"Aww, you know I would save you an infinite amount of times. I'm determined to keep you safe from harm. Are you okay?"

"Yes. With Red gone, you've tied up a loose end for this man. You _are_ my brother."

"That's right. I won't let anyone else lay a finger on you if I have anything to do with it. Have no fear, Agon. I'm here for you and only you."

Agon beamed, and there were dewy tears of potent joy spilling out of his eyes. He embraced his best friend. Words alone were no longer sufficient enough to demonstrate his emotions. Duke understood his awestruck muteness as he hugged Agon. A period of earnest silence fell between them, their brotherly affection summing it up in a nutshell.

"It's cool, brother," Duke said gently. "I already know. You don't owe me anything. I was only doing my part as your sworn brother."

"Are you sure there isn't anything you desire?" Agon inquired, fervent in his obligation to repay the favor. "Anything at all?"

"Yeah, don't worry. All I care is that you're here with me. That's enough. You mean way too much to this Yoshi."

"If that's what it is, then very well. How did you find me?"

"I started worrying when you weren't back yet, so I flew around. I saw the Koopa that was stomping on your hands while you were hanging onto the edge. Thank goodness I made it in time. Barely." Duke saw, for a brief moment, a flashback of Agon breaking away from him after losing his grip. This was swiftly replaced by a bout of flaming indignation. "I hope that cruel Koopa is dead."

"From that great of a drop?" remarked Agon dryly. "He probably is. You are a gallant Yoshi."

"Oh, it's nothing, Agon." Duke blushed out of modesty. "I'm just happy you're alive right now. I'll do anything to make sure you stay alive. You can count on that."

The man smiled, a surge of intense adoration for Duke swelling within him. He examined the ruby eyes that gazed back in such a tender manner. They certainly weren't so scary anymore.

"Brothers for life," said Duke, holding Agon close to him.

"Yes, you took the words out of my mouth." One hug session later, Agon said, "Breakfast?"

"Sure, but could you do something for me first?"

"Anything for you, Duke."

"Kiss me."

"Kiss you, or kiss and inflate you?"

Duke giggled excitedly. "Why not both?"

Particularly exhilarated himself, Agon performed a puff kiss on him. He halted once the snow-white Yoshisaurus was nice and bloated as usual. The circular, bottom-heavy Duke nudged his belly into Agon.

"Thank you," he cooed. "Mmm, this is such a delicious sensation."

"Anytime," said Agon with a pinkish-red hue on his profile.

"Go on, cuddle my belly. You deserve it after what happened last night. Here, I'll get us started."

Duke burrowed Agon against the futon using his balloon body. He gave the man a mischievous wink.

"If you wanna get up, you gotta snuggle me. Of course, I could always keep you here until I deflate, which will take some time. It's your choice."

"Heh heh... sounds delightful either way..." Agon was high with pleasure.

"Breakfast will have to wait then. Fine by me." Massaging his large girth, Duke smirked at him. "Enjoy yourself, Agon."

The man gazed hungrily at the bloated Yoshisaur. He yearned to enlarge his size further. Duke had detected Agon's craving and encouraged him by connecting their lips. His whole mass trembled with tingling pleasure from the gradual rate of air coming his way. Slowly, but surely, the albino frame grew bigger and rounder.

"Mmmphh..." Duke moaned in consummate glee.

He rubbed his nose against Agon as a reciprocal means of affection. He had reached eight and a half feet once the process ended. Duke was spherical everywhere, and his limbs were partly sucked in. Naturally, he was in elation.

"This, I like," Duke said with a big smile of felicity.

"A fine hot air balloon," commented Agon, clicking his tongue.

"Just wait until we get to the Fields of Serenity. You can puff me up until you're satisfied. The bigger I am, the happier I am, and that's a really great thing for us. I want you to go nuts when we're there."

"Yes, what a damn good plan. Any magnitude in particular?"

"Make me as large as you want, my brother," said Duke, his smile now a euphoric beam.

Agon just sighed jubilantly. Nuzzling noses with the snowball of a dinosaur, he laid back and stared into Duke's perpetually blissful countenance in ecstasy.

**(Red is dead. All of the Koopa Brothers are dead in this universe. The inflation hobby between Agon and Duke? It's not going to stop here. Do I really have to keep inserting these warnings every time I use air/liquid inflation in my stories? So long, fellow readers.)**


End file.
